A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

F or in the Tempie,by and by with vs, 

Thefc couples (hall eternally be knit. 

And for the morning now is fomething worne, 

Our purpos’d hunting (hall be fet afide. 

Away, with vs to Athens ; three and three, 

Wee'l hold a feaft in great folemnity. 

Come Hippolitt* Exit* 

Dernc, Thefe things feeme fmall and vndiftinguilhable, 
Like farre off mountaines turned into Clouds. 

/fcr.Mc-thinks I fee thefe things with parted cic. 

When euery thing feemes double. 

Bel . So me-thinkes : 

And I haue found c DemetriM > like aiewcll. 

Mine owne,and not mine ownc# 

Dem.Kxc you fure 

That we arc awake fit feemes to me, 

That yet we fleepe,we drcame.Do not you thinke. 

The Duke was heere,and bid vs follow him ? 

Hi?r.Yea, and my Father. 

Bel. And BippoliU . 

Lyf. And he bid vs follow to theTemplc. 

Dem. Why then we are awake ; let’s follow him,and by 
the way let vs recount our dreames. Exit * 

Glo. When my cue comcs,call me, and I will anfwer. My 
next is,moft faire Ptrantut . Hey ho. Peter Quince ? Flute the 
bello wes-mender ? Snout the tinker ? Starueling i Gods my 
life ! Stolne hence, and left me afleepe : I haue had a moft 
rare vifion.Ihauc had a dreame, paft the wit of man, to fay, 
what dreame it was. Man is but an Affe,if he go about to 
expound this dreame. Me-thought 1 was, there is no man 
can tell what. Mc-thought I was, and me-thought I had. 
But man is but patcht a foole,if he will offer to lay, what 
me-thought I had. The cie of man hath not heard,the earc 
of man hath not feene, mans hand is not able to tafte, his 
tongue to concciue,nor his heart to report,wh4t my dream 

was. 
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A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

wa*. I will gn Peter Quince to write a Ballet of this dream, 
it (hall be call’d Bottomet Dreame, becaufe it hath nobot« 
tome ; and I will fing it in the latter end of a play, before 
the Duke. PeradueiKure,to make it the more gracious, I 
(ball fiog it at her death. Exit. 

Enter Quince , F lute fTbitbte > und the rubble. 

Haue you fent to Bottomet houfc ? Is he come home 

yet? 

Flute Me cannot be heard of. Out of donbt hee is tranf- 

ported. 

Tbif.lt he come not, then the play is mard. It goes not 
forward, doth it? 

Quin. It is not pofiible : you haue not a man in all vd- 
the»s,ab[e to difeharge Piramut but he. 

Thif. No, he hath amply the beft wit of any handy-craft 
man in Athens. 

Quin. Yea, and the beftperfontoo.and heisa very Para- 
mour, for a fweete voyce. 

Thif You mud fay, Paragon. A Paramour is (God blefle 
vs) a thing of nought. 

Enter Snug the Ieyner. 

Snug . Mafters.the Duke is comming from the Temple, 
and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more married. 
If our fport had gone forward, we had all beene made men. 

Thif.O fweete bully Bottome : thus hath he loft fixpencc 
a day , during his life ? he could not haue fcaped fixpcnce a 
day. And the Duke had not giuen him fixpence a day for 
playing Piramut s l\c be hang’d. He would haue deferued 
it.Sixpence a day in piramut , or nothing. 

Enter Bottome. 

JBot. Where are thefe Lads s’ Where are thefe hearts i 

Quin. Bottome f 6 moft couragious day ! O moft happy 
houre ! 

G i Bot. 



